TEN YEARS LATER

best suited him; but he had been immersed in them for
fifteen years. By now it needed the pressure of public
life to make him concentrate on a given task. To keep
his mind to the effort of sustained literary composition
sufficiently to achieve anything like the standard re-
quired by his exacting taste, was perhaps beyond him.
At all events, after giving up Sheridan's biography he
attempted nothing more. The period is as barren of
literary achievement as it is of political.

Meanwhile his private life pursued a grey and un-
profitable course. Here indeed there had been changes.
But time had made them, not William. The eigh-
teenth century was a memory by now: and by 1826
the last of the figures which had irradiated its setting
with so incomparable a splendour, had followed it
into the shadow. Lady Bessborough had died sud-
denly in 1821, from a chill caught while travelling in
Italy. Worn out by a life of tempest and disillusion,
she was glad enough to quit the world; and though
racked with pain, met her end with a gentle serenity,
only ruffled a little by anxiety, lest her departure might
distress those whom she loved. Three years before,
she had been preceded to the grave by Lady Mel-
bourne. Her end was melancholy and unlocked for.
Up till 1816 her matchless vitality had shown no signs
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